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struggling with a drought that has now become chronic in
Berry. But if you are still in Paris., you have that beautiful
Pare Monceau under your eyes where you are walking, I hope,
since you have to. Life is at the price of walking!

Won't you come to see us? Whether you are sad or gay,
we love you the same here, and we wish that affection meant
something to you, but we shall give it to you, and we give it to
you without conditions.

I am thinking of going to Paris next month, shall you be

there?

G.  Sand

CCXCI.    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, 10th May, 1875

A wandering gout, pains that go all over me, an invincible
melancholy, the feeling of "universal uselessness" and grave
doubts about the book that I am writing, that is what is the
matter with me, dear and valiant master. Add to that worries
about money with melancholic recollections of the past, that is
my condition, and I assure you that I make great efforts to get
out of it. But my will is tired. I cannot decide about any-
thing effective! Ah! I have eaten my white bread first, and old
age is not announcing itself under gay colors. Since I have
begun hydrotherapy, however, I feel a little less like a com*
and this evening I am going to begin work without looking be-
hind me.

I have left my apartment in the rue Murillo, and I have
taken a larger one which is next to the one that my niece has
just reserved on the Boulevard Reine Hortense. I shall be less
alone next winter, for I cannot endure solitude.

Tourgueneff seemed to me, however, to be very well pleased
with the two first chapters of my frightful book. But Tour-
gueneff loves me too much, perhaps to judge impartially,
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